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lay it on the waggish soldier's back — but flourished it
gayly over his own head, and laughed louder than the
youngest of the company. As we walked and talked,
the Pepper and Mustard terriers kept snuffing about
among the bushes and heather near us, and started every
five minutes a hare, which scudded away before them and
the ponderous stag-hound Maida — the Sheriff and all
his tail hollowing and cheering, in perfect confidence
that the dogs could do no more harm to poor puss than
the venerable tom-cat, Hinse of Hinsfeldt, who pursued
the vain chase with the rest.
At length we drew near Peterhouse, and found sober
Peter himself, and his brother-in-law, the facetious facto-
tum Tom Purdie, superintending, pipe in mouth, three
or four sturdy laborers busy in laying down the turf for
a bowling-green. "I have planted hollies all round it,
you see," said Scott, "and laid out an arbor on the right-
hand side for the laird; and here I mean to have a game
at bowls after dinner every day in fine weather — for I
take that to have been among the indispensables of our
old vie de chateau." But I must not forget the reason
he gave me some time afterwards for having fixed on
that spot for his bowling-green. "In truth," he then
said, "I wished to have a smooth walk, and a canny seat
for myself within ear-shot of Peter's evening psalm."
The coachman was a devout Presbyterian, and many a
time have I in after-years accompanied Scott on his even-
ing stroll, when the principal object was to enjoy, from
the bowling-green, the unfailing melody of this good
man's family worship — and heard him repeat, as Peter's
manly voice led the humble choir within, that beautiful
stanza of Burns's Saturday Night: —
" They cliaunt their artless notes in simple guise ;
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim," etc.
It was near the dinner-hour before we reached the
house, and presently I saw assembled a larger company
than I should have fancied to be at all compatible with

